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Bot tell a long! 


Come, come 


Lire, give me favour in thy fight 


Celia won by fans Loyalty: / 
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HAPPY LOVERS, , 


A New SONG in great Requeſt at Court: 3E 


To an Fxcellent New June: 
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Or, Why are my Eyes, & ©. It 6 > 
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Why do 1 ſigh when goe— 
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ing? Why does my heart thus trembling move? 
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ing ? To £14 the Darling Saint I Love: 
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Ah! ſhe's my Heaven, and in her Eyes, The Dei 
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ty, There is no Life 
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Like what ſhe can give, Norany Death like raking n my Leave, 


Tell me no more of « 


to Courts Ambition ive oa Pre reign 
r ſace and — 4 


of Celia s ſhape 


Speak too of Raptures that will Life deſtroy, 
peak _— Y 


Had 1a Diadem $ Scepter and Ball, 
For that dear minute de part with them all, 


Joy, 


l. 


ny ach [ not injoy 


my ſelf, delighting in thy 77, 
painful Love delboy ing, 


pleaſures from thy Charms: 


I 


ver-blown ; 


and 0— 
here's no delight like 
joy below, what e te 
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's abovyc, 


| hy does my heart thus grieve 


as I] lye panting on my Bed ? 


Why docs my hopes deceive — ___—— me, 


when cruel Fates pronounce me dead ? 


ſurprize z 
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Or kill me quite to caſe my pain. 


Celia, now let Storms be gone, 


tranſporting Love, 


me, 


a dear and by thoſe 
*. Speak, ſpeak dear Sant, and by thoſe cony ring eyes 
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V. 


Her ANSWER. 


Ow can l ſeek to co - ver 
a flaming heart o'rewhelm*d with grigf ? 

See, ſee a Conſtant Lo ver, 
thus fainting, plead for ſome Relief! 
No, no, Amina, ceaſe now to implore, 
ligh no more 
Had I ten thouſand hearts in my Breaſt, 
I'de part with all to give my Love reſt, 


VI. 
Why does Aminta ſigh- ————ing 
think 1 will Coyly Love deface ? 
But can there be den ing, 


to ſuch a Perſon, uch a Grace ? 
Ah! ſuch b:coming- Boldneſs too is fon::d, 
- be Crown, 
That no fair Nymph that lives upon the Plain, 
Can have a heart to give my Dear. pain, 
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VII. 


Am] Who can expreſs the joy. ing, 

that my 18 heart doth leaping. find ? * 
Fly hence all heart- annoy —- ing, | 

*.— — ief, for Celts kind - 

Celia, let us now injoy, 
Cel.) Ay, dear ————cſt Ay: 

While we have Breath let Mortals wonder this, 
Envy they they may, but not ſpoyl our Bliſs, 
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